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There isa httle spot of earth. 

By sea OB every sWe it i& girt, 

^ Where loveand friendship does abouRd 
The call it Ireland 

Her- lolely .fields bedecked, with flowp-Fa 
Where r-.C:Sp.eutnT.ny happy hours 
■And; many pleasant diiyes I’ve ajient, 

Iji dear old Ireland, 

CHORUS— 

Though I ar away in:*til!y lands 
.'.,1 love her fairy looks 

I hough far away in stilly lands 
I Io» e her ciristain .brooks ' 

Ofall therspot* upon the earth 
I loi e the 1 nd that gave me bir.tli 
I tove the hills 1 love the dal s 
I love th'8 Ireland 

■ At a patrin wsbding race OT fair 
Yoa’l always, find bold I’addy there 
With h s darling Colleen by . his side 
The pr'de of Ireland 
, . And with bis Colleen on the green 
He’l dance the neatest eve’r you seen 
, And thousan s honest hearts jou’l find 
In dear old Ii'e'ian.d 

Now if a a stranger he should come 
Into poor faddy’s bumble home 
H«’d findtrue hospitality 
. W'itli a lionrst heart ■end hand “ 

A kindly w Icome will he there 
, His pipe .and huin.W- meat he i share 
. I’li luiMrnge ail (T. ation for a place 
Xiike. Ireland 

In all. lauds that I’ve hec thro 
> .1 rant tin 1 ore to mutch witli yon 
. For siilcrulour and far beauty 
You’d exceed t'lem sli 
riM.IWicklow tlisre i» scenery 

d he Dargle.aud sw'^et I elgiay 
, Jtiiin y and Av'ciBs.valey 

And ths level’ WBicrfali 

•■.Far awe I! on’o my lovely 'sla 
ay Ike 'i,.h, othttAVen ■ u yen, smile 
And may you I'is to greatness 
As in ei.^-litytvvo- 6 f re 
AnI’hsu our Sons will hapfiy tie 
. They never nior.; will crovs the seas 
t But live,. in pvace and eomfert 
'As th y did in d-t-. R.of yore 
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